(Caledonian ^Market

ON most days this open market off the Caledonian
Road is very open and very Caledonian, so grey and
bleak that you might be bargaining on the summit of
one of the Cairngorms. That it is possible to do a
brisk trade in ice-cream and glasses of sea-green
lemonade on that windy height only proves that man
is a romantic and imaginative creature* Indeed, the
whole Caledonian Market proves that. Consider the
American visitors, who may be seen any Friday, look-
ing a little pinched, at the stalls where jewelled
brooches and silver dishes and amber and ivories are
offered for sale. The people who own these stalls are
either dark-skinned young men or fat, needle-eyed
women, and a glance at them tells you that they would
rather die than sell a thing for less than a hundred
and fifty per cent profit. But these visitors from
America, the place where all good legends go to when
they die, see these brooches and ivories against the
grey Caledonian background, and so imagine there are
tremendous bargains to hand. And so there are, YOU
may pay ten shillings more for a silver bowl or an
amber necklace in the Caledonian Market than you
would pay in a decent shop in the centre of the city,
but then you are being given more than ten shillings'
worth of romantic legend with the articles. The story
of how you picked them up will be worth a whole

13